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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 


| originally wanted this to be funny but it got disturbing and psychological very quickly. | am pleased with how 
this turned out and | hope you like my take on the prompt <3 


1982 


James Hetfield and Dave Mustaine had never quite seen eye to eye on well, anything. However, on that 
particularly hot July weekend, they seemed to be the only two who wanted to get out of the house and have 
some fun..and they did just that. 


They took a van typically used for transporting equipment to shows, filled it with gas and hit the road. The 
California State Fair was in Sacramento and something about it was intriguing enough to get them to go. Crappy 
games, poorly assembled rides, cheap beer and scantily clad women were all the makings of inexpensive fun 
The beer had made the long lines for the rides tolerable and the puking that ensued afterward hadn't lessened 


the excitement at all. The whole place reeked of sweat and cotton candy. People were laughing and having a 
great time well into the evening. Dave bought funnel cake and offered some to James who declined it, saying he 
didn't want to puke again. 


Dave finished off the last of the fried dough, wiping the remainder of the powdered sugar on his jeans. "We 
need to head back soon, | think they're trying to shut down for the night" 


James looked around, seeing that a few workers were sweeping the seemingly endless sea of trash into piles. 
"Yeah," he agreed, drinking the last of the beer from the plastic cup and tossing it to the ground. The nearest 
trash can was overflowing with garbage, not that James would have put the cup there anyway. He spotted a 


clock hanging in one of the tents on the midway. 


"We drove all this way and they don't close for another half hour, let's ride one more," James suggested, 
lighting a cigarette. 


Dave nodded, also lighting up. 


They walked down the dimly lit midway, smoking and looking at the different rides. They had been on most of 
them already, avoiding only the ones that looked like they were about to fall apart. Some of them made loud 
creaking sounds when they started and stopped. Some had spinning lights that seemed to be made to induce 
sickness. These sights and sounds surrounded them as they walked. Kids ran by them holding giant stuffed 
animals they had won as prizes playing some of the games. Dave wished they had a little extra money to play 
one of the shooting or dart games. He had no idea what he would do with a giant purple panda but didn't think 
about it anymore when he saw the attraction at the end of the path. 


"Lets do that,” Dave said, pointing. 
"The ‘Spook House?” Sounds stupid," James said, nonplussed. 


‘Its only one ticket and that's all | have left. All the other rides are two," Dave reasoned. "That and no one else 
is in line." 


James took a last draw from his cigarette and flicked it away. He gave a long exhale and looked at the building 
as they approached it. There was no attendant but there was a giant arrow with lights spinning around it that 
read ‘Enter if you dare!" The front had massive white letters which read ‘Spook House,’ the font of which was 
made to look like ghosts in flowing sheets. The building itself looked like it had been used at some point to be a 
fake western saloon, having a large fagade and a sort of porch. There was a rickety wooden railing out front 

with some fake spider webs on it. There was an equally unsafe looking wood plank floor that led around to the 


entrance where a small box waited with a sign that read, ‘Insert one ticket for admission’ 


The two looked around for a moment, still unsure whether or not the attraction was active. Dave took a 
chance with his last ticket and inserted it into the box. A low whirring sound registered and a door opened. The 
redhead walked in, figuring James was right behind him. Without an attendant maybe they could both get inside 


using the one ticket but the door slammed behind him as soon as he was past it. Dave waited a moment, 
thinking James would be walking in soon. It was completely dark inside. Maybe James was right and the 
attraction wasn't active. A few minutes passed. Was the door jammed? Dave leaned on the door and tried to 
open it but it was locked. He pushed as hard as he could but there was no give. He pounded on the door a few 
times but there was no answer. 


"Great," Dave muttered. He had no idea how he was going to get through the house in the dark but knew it 
was the only way out. He began feeling the walls. There were at least three of them that were just walls 
(where had the entrance gone?) but the fourth was a velvet curtain. His fingertips glided along the smooth 
surface until he found the part and stepped through. He kept both hands in front of him, taking about ten 
steps until a single light came on; a flickering florescent light which threatened to go out at any moment. Dave 
rubbed his eyes and let them adjust. He looked around the room, not seeing anything at first. Something moved 


in the corner of his eye and he spun quickly, his heart beat rising. It was a person. It was James. 

"Hey where did you come in? The door was sealed shut." 

James did not answer. He didn't move either. 

"Hey," Dave called out to him but still saw no movement. "James!" 

Still nothing. Dave approached his friend but was stopped suddenly. He hit his head on the wall and swore. It 
was a mirror. Dave took a step back. There were four mirrors in the room. The entranceway he had used to 
get to the room was now gone. Now there was only Dave and the illusion of James in the mirror. Somehow 
managing to ignore the throbbing pain in his forehead Dave reached out to the mirror again, pressing his 
fingertips into it. The glass was solid. How was he going to get out? 

Suddenly there was more movement and he spun again, this time seeing the reflection of Lars in the mirror to 
the left of James. Lars did not move or speak either and neither did the image of Cliff that appeared by Lars. 
Dave looked directly into the last mirror. Why couldn't he see his own reflection? As if stepping in from a 
hidden location, an image of Dave stepped into the last pane. 

Dave heard his own rapid breathing now, terrified. There was no way this could be a prank. What did it all 
mean? Dave jumped and let out a yelp when he felt breathing on his ear. He turned and saw no one and the 


images in the mirrors had not moved. 


"Dave.." a voice spoke. At first he thought it was from the use of a speaker system set up throughout the 
attraction but realized it was actually much closer, as if the voice was whispering directly into his ear. 


"Your band." the voice began again. "Will betray you." 
"No," Dave muttered back though no one was there. "They would never do that." 


"They will betray you," the voice repeated. "And you will spend your life chasing the success they will have 


without you.” 


A deep heaviness set into Dave's chest. It was hard to breath and the room suddenly felt cold. Slowly, the 
images of his band mates began to fade. Dave ran to them, beating his fists on the panes. The figures faded 
until they were gone. He turned around and around, hoping the images would reappear but they never did. The 
panes faded as well, becoming black walls. He turned completely around to see that the image of himself was 


still there. 


"No. No, no, no! NO!" he shouted, punching the mirror and shattering it into hundreds of pieces. The light went 
out and Dave shouted again, clutching his hand. He knew it was bleeding but didn't care. He wanted out. There 
was a humming sound and again he heard a quiet whirring. A tiny light in the corner of the room came on, a 
flood light he figured, though he knew it had not been there a moment ago. Dave looked again to the broken 
mirror and found that it was gone too, though there were a few cuts on his fist. What remained now was a 
door that Dave eagerly stepped through. His shoes touched gravel and the door slammed shut behind him. His 
breathing was heavy and his vision was spinning. Had that just happened? The cuts were proof that whatever 


had happened was very real. 


Dave was terrified. A cold sweat broke across his forehead and he couldn't move. He knew he needed to go 
back around to the front to look for James but he was frozen in place. He gasped suddenly when a door next 


to the one he had just come from flew open 


James tried opening the door after Dave walked inside but it was no use. As flimsy as it seemed the door was 
sealed tightly. He pulled his last ticket out of his pocket and put it in the box. The door opened again. James's 
first thought was that he couldn't see Dave. Why wouldn't Dave wait for him? Was he trying to scare him? 
No matter. He stepped inside and the door slammed behind him. 


"Dave?" he said. The room he was in felt small. There was no need to say it louder but he did say it again. 


James felt the walls as Dave had and he too felt three solid walls and one that was a velvet curtain. He 
stepped through the middle and was in total darkness. Rather than continue on into the room he kept one hand 
on the curtain, walking around the perimeter of the room with his other hand in front of him. He felt walls 
behind the soft velvet but no more breaks in the curtain. The room was square, about fifteen by fifteen feet. 
When he was certain he had been completely around the room he searched for the break in the curtains he 
came in through but was unable to find it. James felt panic rising, first in his mind and then in his chest. He 
got on his knees and crawled around on the floor, trying to reach under the curtain but it was stapled to the 


floor all the way around. He started to sweat, his shirt quickly becoming drenched. 


James made another round, this time in a state of total panic, hitting the walls harder than he meant to as he 
checked to see if they were hollow. All of the walls felt solid. Finally he stopped, sitting in the floor and trying 
to think of what to do. The room was sweltering now. James wondered what would cause the heat. He pulled up 


the bottom of his shirt and wiped his face. The longer he sat the more labored his breathing became. If the 


heat kept he knew he would pass out. 

He grabbed his chest, trying desperately to slow his heart rate. A moment before he decided to cry out the 
heat stopped and a light came on in the center of the room. It was a candle on a pedestal and it lit the whole 
room. James looked around and still saw no way out and no way around the curtain. He focused on the candle, 
almost hypnotized by it. The flame stood straight, having no wind to cause it to flicker. James stood, still 
transfixed by the fire. The flame began to move when James heard a voice in his ear. He was startled at first 


but, unlike Dave, did not feel threatened by it. 
" James..." 
He didn't answer; only kept listening. 


"You will have success and be known throughout the world," the voice whispered, its tone calm but terrifying. 


"But you will be disfigured in an accident" 
Disfigured? 
He shakily whispered back to the voice, "What kind of accident?" 


The voice said nothing more but the room was instantly brighter. Looking to his left, James saw that the 
curtain was on fire. He didn't understand how that was possible but immediately ran to it and stomped on it to 
put it out. Just when he thought it was gone he saw that the curtain to the right was alight, its flames 
growing even faster and soon the entire wall was consumed. The air was getting thin and James knew he 
needed to find a way out. With every ounce of his strength he ripped the curtain down and found a hidden 
door. Without looking back he opened it and escaped nearly falling as his feet touched the ground outside. 


Dave was also outside, standing very still to James's left, examining his hand. James turned and grabbed Dave 
by his shirt and pushed him in the direction of the parking lot, which was within viewing distance from the 
back of the attraction. They ran as fast as they could, their shoes hitting the pavement fast and hard. Once 
they reached the van they stopped, both going around to the passenger's side as if to hide from the Spook 
House. Dave was still holding his hand, which was slowly dripping blood all over his shirt and pants. 


"Why..do you..smell like smoke?" Dave asked between ponts. 

James didn't answer. He put one hand on the side of the van and leaned over, spilling the contents of his 
stomach on the ground. The air reeked of bile and cheap beer. Dave walked around to the side of the van to 
give James a moment of privacy. He looked toward the Spook House wearily, now seeing that all of the lights 
around it were out. He should have been surprised but was not. Something about the attraction was evil and 
they both knew it. A moment later James rounded the van and pulled the keys from his pocket. 

"Let's go." 


They both entered the van and the engine roared to life. James sped haphazardly out of the parking lot, the 


other drivers beeping at him furiously. Once they were on the road James sped up even more, down the 
highway for a number of silent miles until finally pulling into a rest area. He shut the engine off and looked 


over at Dave, who finally unclenched his fist to get a better look at his hand. 
"l'm gonna go wash it off, I'll be back," he muttered and exited the van. 


James remained inside, looking at his own hands and trying to still their shaking. He took deep breaths but still 
felt an unrelenting fear. He didn't know what Dave had seen and heard and would never ask. James never 
wanted to reveal what he saw and heard and hoped he never thought about it again, though that seemed 
impossible for the time being. He tilted his head back against the headrest and did his best not to close his 
eyes. He dreaded thinking about sleeping that night, he was sure those flames would haunt his nightmares 


forever. 


Dave strode into the bathroom in the rest area, trying to look as calm as possible but was certain he looked 
anything but. He went to the sink furthest away from the other men there, who all looked like weary truck 
drivers. The cold water washed away the dried blood. Dave was thankful that the cuts were not deep. He could 
wait until he got back to the house to put on a bandage since the bleeding had stopped. He dried his hands 
carefully and used the uninjured one to smooth out his hair which was wild with wind and sweat. The look in 
his eyes when he saw his reflection was one of complete terror. He didn't want to think anymore about the 
vision he'd had or the words that were spoken to him. At that moment, all Dave wanted was to get back to 


the house and be alone. 

Before getting in the van he used some change to get a soda from a vending machine and got one for James 
as well. He'd heard somewhere that sugar calmed nerves and would happily test the theory. James opened both 
bottles. They each took a sip before the engine started once more. 

They were almost home when Dave decided to break the silence. 

"Hey James, would you ever..." 


"Would | ever what?" James asked after it was clear Dave had intentionally stopped talking. 


Dave took a deep breath. Maybe it would be best not to talk about it right now. Or ever. "Nevermind" 


